Fool in the Rain 


Author: AutomaticVocalChange 
Bands: Original rock fic 
Characters: 

Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Oct 04 2004 14:34:55 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Chapter | 


| picked up the phone, held it tightly in my hand, and started to dial the number of my band's bassist, Jim. It 
wasn't an uncommon thing for me to get bored and call people, but | didn't tend to talk to my bandmates 
outside of practice, unless it was absolutely necessary and had everything to do with the band. 

But this was an exception. 

The phone rang about four times, and | was about to give up and call someone else, or go back into my room 
and pop in a Ramones tape when | heard Jim's groggy voice say, "hello?" He sounded quite tired, so | thought 
maybe | had woken him up or something. 


"Hey," | replied. 


There was a short pause. He must have been trying to figure out who | was, and it took him long enough. | 
was about to interrupt his little memory lapse, when he said, "Keith?" 


"Yeah." 


"What're ya callin’ me for?" His words slurred together the tiniest bit, and he sounded tired. The strangest 
thing about Jim is the fact that although he looks and sounds as though he's on one long acid trip, he is the 


only sober one out of our band. He doesn't drink, doesn't smoke, and is completely drug-free. 


"Nothing to do," | answered, holding the phone between my shoulder and ear as | opened a cupboard and 


reached for a glass. 

He sighed. "Hey, Keith, I'm gonna come over, ‘kay?" 

| set the glass down on the counter and took the phone in my hand again "Yeah?" 

"Yeah." 

There was another pause, this one only more awkward than the last. "Okay. Let yourself in if no one answers." 


"Kay. See ya in a few then" He hung up, and | took the phone away from my ear and stared at it for about a 


minute before | realized that | was standing in the kitchen, looking like a loser in my boxers. 


| set the phone down and made my way to my bedroom, where | grabbed the dark jeans | had worn the day 
before and slipped them up my legs as quickly as possible. | dug under my bed and grabbed a black shirt that 
proudly displayed my band's name, /7h Nervous Breakdown Yes, we're all big fans of the Rolling Stones. 


| walked out of my room and entered the kitchen to fill up the glass | had set on the counter with water. By 
the time | had finished drinking it, there was a light tapping sound at the door. | pinched my eyes shut, shook 
my layered brown hair, and walked the ten steps it took to reach the front door. 


| straightened my shirt and opened the door slowly, letting him in. "Hey." 


He didn't reply, just walked right past me and took off his shoes. "Fuck," he finally said, and | was almost sure 


that if he wasn't such an emotionless person, he'd be in tears. 


| led him to the couch in the living room, where he sat down next to me and crossed his legs. "Jim," | started, 
then stopped suddenly. His long curly brown hair littered his face, and his eyes were hardly visible through it. 
His thin body was coated with clothes that were at least two sizes too big, which made him look only thinner. 
His hands were folded in his lap, and his fingertips were littered with marks that came from three years of 
playing bass. He looked like some sort of stoned, washed up rockstar who had gotten kicked out of his band and 


was reduced to sleeping on the floors of friends’ houses. 


He was like a god, | swear, the exact person | had wanted to be my entire life. He sort of reminded me of a 


alcohol-free Jimmy Page, just in the way he looked, the way he acted, the way he talked. 


"Jim," | started again, "why are you over here?" 


He shook his hair out of his face and looked up at the ceiling. "| think I'm going to quit the band” 

My eyes widened. This was his band! Why would he want to quit it? " What?!" 

"You heard me, Keith." 

| thought about what he had said, and tried to come up with possibilities as to why Jim would possibly want to 
quit the band. There was none! He loved this band, it was his band, he had started it. It was a way to escape 
from the day-to-day fact that life was hell for him, or so he had told us on our very first practice. "But .. 
why the fuck are you quitting?" 

"| didn't say | was going to .. | just .. | don't really know ..” 


"Jim ." 


"Fuck it, she cheated on me. | know it seems like it's not a reason for me to quit the band, and maybe it's not, 


but .." he sighed a melancholy sigh and looked down into his lap. "She cheated on me with our fucking guitarist." 


| was confused. Mike would never steal Jim's girlfriend away, would he? Especially not when we all knew how 


much she meant to Jim .. they already fucking had engagement plans from the moment they met. 
"Mike wouldn't do that" 


"Fuck, | know, its just .. Listen, can | stay with you? Y'know, until everything between me and Alice smoothes 
over?" He looked at me finally, his brown eyes hopeful. 


| sighed. Part of me was screaming NO! but the other, more dominative part of me spoke. "Sure. But just until 
you work things out .. with Alice.” 


